Family  Planning 
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The  couple  sat  across  from  each  other  at  the  kitchen  table  trying  desperately  to  figure  a  way  to 
balance  the  books.  No  matter  how  they  worked  the  numbers,  it  kept  coming  up  the  same.  Next  year 
would  be  tight.  Just  to  keep  out  of  debtor’s  prison,  next  year,  they'd  have  to  make  some  drastic  cuts  in 
their  projected  expenses.  Try  as  they  might,  however,  they  just  couldn't  find  any  fat  that  could  be 
trimmed  from  the  budget. 

These  were  grim  times.  There  had  been  a  drought  this  year  and  grain  prices  last  year  had  been  at 
an  all  time  low.  Maybe  the  shortage  of  grain  this  year  would  bring  the  commodities  market  back  next 
year  and  things  would  be  looking  up  but  they  still  needed  to  find  the  room  in  the  budget  for  them  to 
plant  that  crop.  Desperately  they  struggled  with  the  figures  over  and  over  until  it  was  abundantly  clear 
that  the  money  just  wasn't  there.  There  was  one  option  that,  as  yet,  they  had  not  seriously  considered. 
Johnathon  had  held  off  even  exploring  this  possibility  because  he  knew  it  was  an  extremely  difficult 
and  very  divisive  subject.  He  had  hoped,  against  all  hope,  that  it  would  not  come  down  to  this  but  now 
it  was  clear  that  it  had  to  be  done.  “Look....  Mavis....  I... I  know  you  don't  want  to  talk  about 
this.... but... I'm  afraid  that  we  have  to.”  Mavis  look  up  from  the  books  into  his  eyes.  Her  face  was  pale, 
her  hands  shaking,  lips  trembling.  She  knew  this  was  coming,  They  had  discussed  it  before, but,  always, 
she  had  managed  to  dis-wade  him  from  this  course  of  action.  This  time,  however,  was  different.  She 
had  to  admit,  to  herself  at  least...,  that  it  was  their  only  available  escape  form  financial  ruin.  In  spite  of 
the  fact  that  she  loathed  this  course  of  action,  she  had  to  admit  it  was  no  longer  a  matter  of  options. 
“You  have  to  consider  getting  an  abortion.”,  he  said,  softly.  “I  know  how  much  you  want  to  keep  the 
child....  God.. .do  you  think  I  don't?!?  But  we  just  cant  afford  to  raise  a  child  in  these  troubled  times!” 

“Quiet!  Do  you  want  her  to  hear?  You’re  talking  about  killing  my  baby!”,  She  whispered,  “How 
can  I  say  yes  to  that?  You  know  how  much  I  love  that  child.  Why  don't  you  just  kill  me!”  “MAVIS!” 

He  gasped,  “You  know  we  can't  afford  the  girl.  We  can  always  have  another  when  we  get  back  on  our 
feet.” 

Mavis'  head  fell  and  tears  streamed  down  her  face.  Damn  him  all  to  hell!  She  thought.  The 
worst  of  it  was  just  knowing  that  he  loved  Penny  just  as  much  as  she  did  and,  God  forgive  them  both, 
he  was  right!  There  simply  was  no  other  way  but...  This  wasn't  like  going  to  the  doctor  and  getting  a 
shot.  Penny  was  15  years  old.  These  kind  of  abortions  were  very  difficult  to  accept  for  all  parties 
involved  and  would  be  doubly  so  for  poor  sweet  Penny.  Mavis  could  remember  when  Congress  passed 
Bill  C-72  which  allowed  for  post  birth  abortions  in  the  interest  of  getting  a  grip  on  exploding 
population  numbers.  Of  course  it  wasn't  just  a  matter  of  making  an  appointment  with  a  abortion  clinic 
to  off  an  unruly  child.  No  it  had  to  be  done  through  the  church  and  a  post  birth  abortion  could  not  be 
earned  out  without  the  expressed  permission  of  the  child's  mother.  Thus,  the  burden  of  this  decision 
truly  rested  on  Mavis'  shoulders. 

Meanwhile,  listening  in  on  the  whole  argument,  with  her  ear  pressed  tightly  up  against  her 
bedroom  door  was  Penny.  She  was  supposed  to  be  asleep  by  now,  but  her  father's  loud  voice  had 
awakened  her  and  the  sound  of  her  parents  arguing  had  caught  her  attention.  They  hardly  ever  argued 
and  this  time  it  sounded  so  serious.  Mom  was  crying  and  father  was  desperately  trying  to  calm  her 
down  although  he  did  not  sound  as  if  he  was  at  all  prepared  to  give  ground.  Penny  hadn't  caught  the 
whole  argument  but  she  had  heard  enough  to  grasp  what  they  were  talking  about  and  it  scared  the  hell 
out  of  her.  Would  they  really  have  a  priest  come  to  the  house  and  abort  her?  At  fifteen  years  of  age, 
Penny  was  old  enough  to  understand  the  meaning  of  the  word  abortion  and  it  wasn't  like  there  was  any 
child  in  her  class  who  hadn't  been  threatened  with  a  post-birth  abortion  if  they  didn't  behave  but  that 
was  just  a  threat  made  to  put  children  in  their  place!  None  of  the  kids  she  knew  had  ever  actually  been 


aborted!  Surely  mom  and  dad  wouldn’t  do  that  to  her.  She  hadn't  been  that  bad!  Of  course  she  knew 
that  money  was  tight,  but  her  parents  had  never  told  that  things  were  this  desperate!  Surely  they  could 
keep  her  for  just  one  more  year.  Then  things  would  get  better  and  everything  would  be  alright.  She 
didn't  want  to  die!  PLEASE  mom,  she  thought...,  make  dad  see  that  this  was  wrong. 

There  was  a  long  awkward  pause  and  then  Mavis  spoke,  “I  know  your  right,  it's  just  that... 
uhhh...  what  about  poor  Penny?  Besides  I  wouldn't  even  have  a  clue  what  to  do.””We'll  call  the  church 
in  the  morning”,  Jacob  responded  softly.  “They  can  tell  us  what  is  involved  in  these  things  and  then 
we'll  have  a  better  idea  what  needs  to  be  done.  It's  the  right  thing  in  the  end,  you'll  see...”  Penny  let  out 
a  soft  gasp  of  horror.  It  sounded  as  if  they  had  come  to  a  decision  and  not  good  one  for  her.  She  prayed 
that  mom  would  protest  but  instead  there  there  was  a  long  heartbreaking  silence.  Penny  scrambled 
away  from  the  door  in  terror,  as  if  it  had  suddenly  burst  into  flames.  Shaking  like  a  leaf  she  crawled 
into  bed  and  pulled  the  covers  up  over  her  head  as  if  they  might,  somehow,  shield  her  from  the  events 
occurring  in  the  next  room.  Bursting  into  tears  she  curled  up  into  a  ball  and  wept  her  heart  out.  Mom 
and  dad  were  going  to  have  an  abortion  and  she  was  the  only  child  in  the  family.  “God!”,  she  prayed, 
“Please  save  me!” 

The  next  morning  seemed,  almost  eerily,  like  every  other  one  that  had  preceded  it.  Mom  made 
her  breakfast  and  packed  her  lunch  in  a  paper  bag  and  shipped  her  off  to  school.  Dad  went  to  work  as 
per  usual  and  Penny...  well  Penny  told  her  self  that  it  had  all  been  a  bad  dream  and  nothing  had 
changed.  Nobody  said  anything  to  her  about  an  abortion.  Surely  they'd  say  something,  wouldn’t  they?  I 
mean,  if  it  was  her  life  they  planned  on  ending,  wouldn’t  they  at  least...  tell  her?  Mom  spent  most  the 
morning  cleaning  the  house  and  doing  her  regular  chores.  By  noon  she  finally  had  time  to  take  a  break 
long  enough  for  her  to  pause  and  think.  Right  away,  she  realized  what  she  had  really  been  doing.  She 
had  been  putting  off  the  decision.  Truthfully  it  had  been  made  last  night.  All  that  remained  was  to  put  it 
into  action  but  could  she???  She  reached  for  the  phone  book  and  looked  up  the  number  for  the  local 
church.  She  held  the  book  open  to  the  correct  page  with  one  hand  while  dialing  the  phone  number  with 
the  other.  Several  times  she  miss  dialed  due  to  the  awkwardness  of  this  juggling  of  tasks,  or  was  it 
nerves.  More  than  likely  she  just  didn’t  want  this  call  to  get  through,  but  eventually  the  line  on  the  other 
end  began  to  ring  and  a  polite  gentleman  with  a  slight  Irish  accent  picked  up  the  receiver  at  the  other 
end  of  the  line  and  asked  if  he  could  be  of  service.  Mavis  didn’t  respond  at  first  as  she  was  too  upset  to 
speak.  It  took  a  second  query  from  Father  Mc'Narty  to  prod  her  to  answer.  “Au*  Yes...”,  she  replied 
perhaps  a  little  too  quickly,  “I'm  wondering  what  would  be  involved  in  having  a  child  aborted....  err.... 
that  is...  I  mean  a  post-birth  abortion...  You  know  in  having  a  post-birth  abortion....  Well  what  I  mean  is 
I  would  like  to....”,  at  this  point  Mavis  burst  into  tears. 

Father  Mc’Narty  had  a  pretty  good  idea  what  was  going  on  at  the  other  end  of  this  phone  call. 
Someone  had  reached  a  point  of  desperation  from  which  there  seemed  only  one  escape.  He  wasn’t  the 
least  bit  surprised  that  the  woman  at  the  other  end  had  not  even  given  her  name.  Most  likely  she  wasn't 
even  sure  if  she  wanted  to  go  through  with  this  and  if  she  was,  she’d  probably,  rather  hoped  that  it  could 
handled  anonymously,  as  if  there  was  any  realistic  way  that  this  could  be  done.  He  hated  these  calls! 
This  was  the  most  difficult  part  of  his  job.  The  worst  thing  a  servant  of  god  could  possibly  be  asked  to 
do.  To  actually  help  bring  to  an  end  a  creation  made  by  god  himself.  Still  Church  doctrine  had  been 
modified  to  work  hand-in-hand  with  Bill  C-72.  The  hope  was  that  by  utilizing  the  church  as  the  only 
means  to  carry  out  these  post-birth  abortions,  some  women  would  feel  enough  to  guilt  to  resist  the  urge 
to  have  one,  while  those  that  had  to  be  preformed  could  be  done  in  a  safer  and  more  humane  fashion. 
His  first  response  was  automatic.  “Have  you  considered  adoption,:  he  queried.  “Well. ...yes...  of  course! 
But  you  see...  she's  almost  sixteen  years  old  and  they  tell  me  that  nobody  wants  the....  older  ones.” 

“FIFTEEN  YEARS  OLD!”,  he  felt  like  screaming  at  her.  “You  waited  this  long  and  NOW 
YOU  WANT  TO  ABORT  HER!”  “Almost  as  if  she  had  heard  his  thoughts  Mavis  continued  to 
explain”,  you  see  we  just  can't  afford  to  keep  her  any  longer.  We've  tried  everything,  but  there  just  isn't 
enough...  Please  help  me...”, she  sobbed.  You  might  as  well  have  stuck  the  old  priest  in  the  gut  with  a 


kitchen  knife  and  turned  the  handle  a  few  times  for  good  measure.  Between  his  disdain  for  ending  the 
life  of  an  innocent  child  and  his  pity  for  the  poor  parents  that  found  themselves  in  this  lose-lose 
situation  he  was  utterly  trapped  in  a  catch-22.  The  only  way  out  was  clear.  He'd  have  to  offer  the 
service.  “Why  don't  you  come  down  my  office  here  at  the  church  at  around  3:00  this  afternoon  and  we 
can  discuses  how  this  is  done.  Is  that  appointment  O.K.  with  you?”  This  was  his  last  ditch  effort  in 
getting  out  of  this  mess.  Now  she  understood  that  she  would  have  to  meet  him  face  to  face  and  tell  him 
exactly  what  it  was  she  wanted  him  to  do.  If  that  didn't  discourage  her  from  this  course  of  action...  then 
he'd  have  to  go  through  with  it.  There  was  a  long  pause  at  the  the  end  of  the  line.  For  a  moment  he 
thought  that  she  had  actually  hung  up.  “Ahhhh...O.K....  I  guess....  3:00???  Well....  Yes....  I  suppose.... 
Yes  of  course....  I'll  be  there...  Good  bye.”  CLICK.  And  that  was  it....  Another  tragedy  set  in  motion.  A 
series  of  unfortunate  events  drawing  close  to  their  final  conclusion.  He  would  try  once  more  to 
dissuade  her  from  this  unpleasant  course  of  action,  but  already  he  could  sense  that  this  story  wasn't 
going  end  happily  for  the  young  girl  in  question. 

Mavis  hung  up  the  phone  and  started  pacing  back  and  forth  across  the  kitchen  floor.  3.00pm.  So 
far  away  Why  couldn't  he  have  told  her  to  come  right  away  while  she  still  had  the  conviction  to  do  this 
thing.  Still,  she  knew  it  HAD  TO  BE  DONE.  There  was  no  other  way  out.  She  practically  tumbled 
onto  a  kitchen  chair.  Buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and  wept.  How  could  she  do  this?  How  could  she 
not?!?  It  was  going  to  be  done.  God  give  me  strength!  She  certainly  needed  it  right  now. 

She  arrived  at  the  church  promptly  at  3:00pm  promptly.  She  avoided  arriving  early  because  she 
didn't  want  anybody  to  see  her  there.  People  might  talk.  Rumors  would  surely  spread.  What  if  Penny 
found  out???  That  would  be  most  awkward.  It  would  be  best  if  she  didn't  know.  Then  she  wouldn't  be 
worrying  about  it  until...  Father  Mc’Narty  was  late.  It  wasn't  that  he  had  forgotten  about  the 
appointment.  Truthfully,  he  was  trying  desperately  to  put  if  off.  but  upon  arriving  at  the  office  at  3: 15 
he  found  Mavis  nervously  shifting  about  in  her  seat,  desperate  not  to  be  seen  here  and  eager  to  get  this 
over  with  and  get  home.  Penny  would  be  back  from  school  in  an  hour.  No  doubt,  she  would  be  curious 
about  her  mother's  whereabouts.  It  would  best  to  home  before  then. 

Father  Mc’Narty  proceeded  to  ask  her  all  the  questions  he  had  asked  over  the  phone.  Then  he 
asked  her  if  she  really  understood  what  a  post-birth  abortion  really  meant.  She'll  be  killed.  You  do 
understand  this  don't  you?  Well  of  course  she  understood  but  things  were  desperate.  And  there  was  no 
other  option.  All  she  wanted,  now,  was  to  understand  what  she  had  to  do  in  preparation  for  the  event 
and  what  her  responsibilities  would  be.  Mc'Narty  took  a  deep  breath  and  let  it  out  slowly.  He  had  tried 
his  best  but,  clearly,  this  event  was  going  to  take  place.  “Well...  what  usually  happens...,  in  these 
situations,  is  that  we  send  a  specially  qualified  priest  over  to  your  home  to  perform  the  ceremony.  Of 
course  you  can  be  present  at  the  time,  but  it  is  suggested...  that  it  might  be  better  if...  you  were  to  take  a 
long  walk  just  before  the...  ceremony  begins.  There  is  no  need  for  you  to  have  to  be  there  during  the... 
well  it  would  be  less  stressful  for  you  if  you  weren't.  Do  you  know  what  I  mean...? 

“But  what  about  Penny?”  she  asked,  “...won't  she  need  me  to  help  her....?”  “Father  Mc'Narty 
looked  her  straight  in  the  eye.  This  was  his  last  chance  to  turn  this  mess  around.  “Situations  like  these 
are  ALWAYS  awkward...  The  child  always  feels  betrayed.  It  would  be...  a  lot...  easier  for  you  if  you 
were  not  in  attendance.  Please  understand...  the  priests  we  assign  to  these  tasks  are  specially  trained  to 
handle  children.  He’ll  know  how  to  make  this  as  easy  as  possible  for  your  daughter.  Mavis  looked  away 
desperately  wishing  that  she  had  not  heard  any  of  this.  Then  her  eyes  came  back  to  Father  McNarty 
and  she  asked  the  question  he  knew  would  come.  “It  won't  hurt...  my  Penny.... Ahhh...  When  he  does 
it...  What  ever  it  is....  It  won't...  won't  hurt....  Will  it???”  The  bible  says  that  it  is  a  sin  to  lie.  Of  course 
every  Priest  has  to  know  the  bible  inside  out  so  it  is  impossible  to  imagine  any  priest  who  wouldn't 
know  that  to  lie  is  to  sin.  Mc’Narty  knew  this  all  to  well.  How  many  times  had  parents  asked  this 
question.  What  do  you  tell  them?  Do  you  tell  them  that  of  course  it's  painful.  Do  you  tell  them  that 
their  child  will  die  terrified  in  the  end?  Do  you  tell  them  that  the  method  prescribed  by  church  doctrine 
could  be  considered...  at  times...  extremely  humiliating?  Perhaps  if  it  might  dissuade  them  from  this... 


course  of  action  then  the  truth  might  be  the  best  medicine.  But  it  was  now  clear  that  Mavis  was  not 
going  to  be  dissuaded  and  perhaps,  after  all,  this  really  was  her  only  choice.  Then  was  not  the  truth  a 
cruelty  she  did  not  deserve.  Would  not  a  softer,  gentler  lie  serve  gods  purpose  better.  Perhaps  there  will 
be  a  little  pain,  but....  ,  “it  won't  last  long  and  then  she  will  be  beyond  caring  and  in  God's  tender  care.” 
Even  as  he  said  these  words  he  bit  his  tongue...  the  devil's  tongue.  Still  if  god  created  everything  then 
surely  the  devil  has  his  purpose  also.  A  sudden  sob  from  Mavis'  lips  told  him,  for  sure,  that  she 
understood  exactly  what  was  at  stake  here.  In  the  end  she  made  the  official  request.  Mavis  asked  for  it 
to  be  done  at  as  early  an  opportunity  as  was  convenient.  Putting  it  off  seemed  like  a  bad  idea  for 
everyone  involved.  Mc'Narty  signed  the  papers  and  closed  the  file  and  it  was  done.  Mavis  stood  up, 
awkwardly,  and  looked  about  as  if  she  had  no  idea  where  to  go  from  here.  Then  she  turned  and  half 
stumbled  out  the  door  in  an  almost  blind  stupor.  Father  Mc'Narty  shook  his  head  sadly  as  he  watched 
her  go.  He’d  seen  this  whole  scene  play  itself  out  many  times  before  and  he’d  see  it  again  God  damn  his 
soul!  Such  a  terrible  waist  of  human  potential. 

Mavis  stumbled  past  her  car  in  the  parking  lot,  like  one  of  the  living  dead.  She  walked  the  five 
blocks  home.  She  couldn't  have  driven  the  car  anyway,  not  in  her  state  of  mind.  When  she  arrived  at  the 
house  Penny  had  been  home  for  over  half-an-hour.  Where  were  you  mom  she  asked  with  deep  concern 
showing  in  her  voice?  Last  night’s  bad  dream  was  still  playing  upon  her  mind.  What  if  it  hadn't  been  a 
dream?  It  seemed  like  it  had  been  real.  It  wasn't  at  all  like  mom  to  be  away  when  she  got  home  from 
school.  What  had  she  been  doing.  No!...  She  could  have  been  doing  anything,  It  didn't  mean  anything... 
It  was  a  dream...  It  had  to  be...  Mom  wouldn't  be  planning  to  do  something  like...  that  to  her....  would 
she?  Mavis  could  barely  bring  herself  to  even  look  at  her  daughter.  Tomorrow...  that  was  when  the 
priest  would  come.  That  was  when  it  will  all  be  over  and  she  could  start  to  forget  all  of  this... 

Tomorrow  the  priest  would  come,  and  she  go  for  a  walk  and  it  would  all  be  over,  Quick  and  painless... 
well...  almost...  painless  anyway...  and  God  would  hold  Penny  is  his  arms.  YES!...  Surely  he  would.  He 
might  hold  her  to  account  for  her  sins,  but  surely  God  couldn't  punish  poor,  innocent  Penny,  could  he? 

Mavis  did  not  sleep  that  night.  She  was  racked  with  guilt  and  anxiety.  Worst  of  all  she  was  filled 
with  a  sense  of  anger.  This  wasn't  her  fault.  Her  husband  had  made  her  do  it.  Even  if  there  was  no 
choice  it  was  still  wrong,  Even  if  it  was  perfectly  legal,  it  was  still  a  crime  and  the  victim  was  her 
poor  ,  sweet,  little  Penny.  He  had  pressed  her  to  do  this...  and  now  it  was  done  and  she  couldn't  stop  it. 
What  would  she  tell  Penny  in  the  morning?  Could  she  even  bring  her  self  to  face  her  own  child?  Didn't 
she  deserve...  at  least...  some  explanation?  Penny  would  die  hating  her  for  this. ..in  the  end.  That's  what 
the  priest  had  met  when  he  had  said  that  these  things  tended  to  be  awkward.  He  hadn’t  said  it  in  so 
many  words,  but  she  had  picked  up  the  implications  in  his  voice.  But  it  wasn't  her  fault!!!  But  it 
was...  in  the  end.  She  could...  have  said  no  to  this.  She  could  have  said,  “Damn  the  budget!  Damn 
deters  prison.  I'm  NOT  letting  anybody  hurt  my  little  baby!”,  but...  she  hadn't.  In  the  end  she  had 
failed  Penny  and  Penny  was  the  one  who  would  pay  the  price.  Even  now  she  might  still  be  able  to  stop 
this. ..but...  she  knew  that  she  lacked  to  courage  to  say  no. 

The  morning  came  and  the  sun  rose  once  more  over  the  little  farm  house,  but  the  caress  of  its 
sunbeams  did  not  bring  any  warmth  or  comfort  to  Mavis'  soul.  If  anything  this  morning  was  even  more 
difficult  to  get  through  then  the  dark  ours  of  the  night.  Today...  at  noon...  it  would  be  done.  She  decided 
not  to  say  anything  to  Penny  just  yet.  Maybe  she  wouldn't  tell  her  at  all.  That's  it...  she'd  make  up  a 
story...  Something  to  explain  the  arrival  of  the  priest.  Something  believable...  that's  what  she'd  do. 
Penny  would  never  know...  and  before  it  took  place,  she'd  make  an  excuse  as  to  why  she  had  to  leave 
for  just  a  few  minutes.  That  way  when  Penny  did  find  out  what  was  really  going  to  happen...  she 
wouldn't  have  to  be  there  to  see  the  love  turn  to  accusations  in  her  daughter's  eyes.  But  what  story 
could  explain  all  of  this?  Could  she  possibly  come  up  with  a  lie  that  Penny  would  believe  in  time  and 
could  she  make  it  stick?  Most  important  of  all...  how  could  she  live  with  herself,  after  all  this  was  over, 
knowing  that  the  last  words  she  had  uttered  to  her  sweet,  innocent,  little  girl  where  all  nothing  but 
calculated  lies. 


Penny  was  nervous  as  well.  She  could  not,  in  spite  of  all  her  efforts,  push  the  unnerving  sense  of 
doom  and  gloom,  from  her  thoughts.  Mom  and  dad  had  been  arguing  about  something,  that  was  for 
sure.  There  was  an  unsettling  chill  in  the  household.  Dad  seemed  to  be  at  a  complete  lose  as  to  what  to 
say  to  mom  and  mom...  well...  Mom  wouldn't  even  look  at  her.  This  was  somehow  her  fault.  She  had 
done  something  terribly  wrong...  but  nobody  would  tell  her  what  she  did.  How  could  she  fix  this  if 
nobody  would  let  her  know  what  it  was  that  she  had  done???  She  continued  to  deny  the  worst  case 
scenario  It  couldn't  be  that!  They  wouldn't  do  that  to  her...  Nobody  she  had  ever  heard  of  in  the  area  had 
ever  done  that.  No.  It  had  to  be  something  else....  it  HAD  TO  BE! 

When  the  priest  arrived  every  body  seemed  surprised.  Jacob  knew  that  he  he  was  coming,  of 
course,  but  it  seemed  that  the  time  had  crept  up  on  him.  Was  it  1200  o’clock  already?  So  soon?  It 
seemed  as  if  they  had  only  just  had  breakfast.  Was  it  time  to  say  goodbye  already?  He  really  hadn't 
wanted  this  any  more  then  Mavis  did.  He  loved  his  little  girl,  truly  he  did.  If  this  hadn't  been  absolutely 
necessary,  he  would  never  have  allowed  it  to  get  this  far...  but...  it  was  necessary.  God  dam  his 
pragmatic  nature  but  it  had  to  be  done. 

Mavis  was  caught  off  guard  by  the  fact  that  the  priest  in  attendance  was  not  Mc'Narty.  “I  don't 
understand...”,  she  mumbled,  “I  thought  Father  Mc'Narty  was  coming.  Its  nothing  personal  but...  I’d 
rather  he  handled  this...  I  mean...  we  talked...  he  knows  how  I  want  it...*”  Father  Timothy  shook  his 
head  softly,  “I'm  sorry.  Didn't  Mc’Narty  explain  that?  The  priests  that...  perform  this...  ceremony  are 
specialists.  They  have  to  be.  Mc’Narty  is  a  Congregational  Priest.  He  doesn't  preform  these  tasks.  He 
wouldn't  be  qualified  to.  Believe  me,  it's  much  safer  to  leave  this  matter  in  my  hands.  Its  not  the  kind  of 
thing  just  any  old  priest  can  do.  It  requires  very  good  people  skills  and  a  strong  steady  hand  you  see...” 
Mavis  let  out  out  a  soft  gasp  and  took  a  step  backward  in  shock. ’’Well. . .”,  she  whispered  softly,  “I...  I 
guess  you  know  what  your  doing.  Yes...  of  course  you  do...  I'm  sorry...”  Father  Timothy  noted  her 
whispering  tone  and  glance  towards  Penny  who  was  looking  utterly  baffled.  “Is  that  that  the  one  I'm 
here  to  perform  the  abortion  on?“  He  hadn't  expected  her  to  be  quite  so  fully  grown.  “Yes.”,  she 
hushed  wincing  nervously.”  “I'm  sorry”,  the  priest  apologized  softly,  “but  its  just  that  they're  usually  a 
lot  younger  than  this.  I  have  to  know  which  one  you  see,  wouldn't  do  to  be  doing  the  wrong  one  now 
would  it?”  “She's  our  only  child”,  Mavis  responded.  That  brought  a  rise  to  Timothy's  eyebrow.  He 
glanced  back  at  the  girl.  She  didn’t  seem  as  nervous  as  he  might  have  expected  her  to  be.  “Does  she 
know  what's  coming?”  “Oh  No!”,  Mavis  gushed,  “do  you  think  I  should  have  told  her?  Father 
Mc'Narty  said  ...that  it  could  be...  awkward...  I  thought  that  it  would  be  easier....  if  she  didn't  know.  Do 
you  think  that  was  the  wrong  thing  to  do?  I've  never  done  this  before...  you  see.”  Wrong...,  the  priest 
thought,  of  course  its  wrong  but  then  this  whole  thing  is  wrong.  It  was  this  child's  life...  it  would  be 
her  death.  Didn't  she  have  the  right  to  know  at  least.  Instead  he  responded  with,  “  Well...  it's  your 
decision...  in  the  end.  and  I  suppose  it  will  certainly  make  things  easier.”  Why  did  they  always  think 
that  these  things  ought  to  be  made  easy.  If  it  was  more  difficult  to  do  this  stuff  maybe  they'd  request  it  a 
lot  less  often.  “Would  you  like  to  tell  her  now?”  Mavis  flinched  visibly,  “oh...  No...  could  you...  do  that 
for  me?  I  have  an  errand  to  do  and  I  really  must  go  right  away....  I  will  be  back  of  course...  but  it...  may 
take  some  time....  Please  don't  hold  up  on  my  account.”  Jacob  will  be  here,  in  the  kitchen,  for  her 
while...  huuugh...  Oh...  your  not  going  to  do  it  in  the  kitchen...  are  you?  Well...  I  really  have  to  go....” 
and  Mavis  turned  and  dashed  out  of  the  house.  Penny,  seeing  mom  leaving  surged  to  follow  her  and  see 
what  was  wrong,  but  dad  grasped  her  shoulders  and  turned  her  to  face  him.  “Its  O.K.  honey.. .your  mom 
just  has  a  job  she  needs  to  do  right  away.  She'll  be  back  quick  as  a  wink.  Don't  worry...”  he  smiled. 

My  GOD  what  a  bitch,  Timothy  thought  .Most  mothers  stayed  at  least  until  it  was  time  to  say 
goodbye.  He  felt  sorry  for  this  teenage  girl.  Even  if  she  did  have  to  be  aborted...  she  deserved  better 
then  this.  He  noted  Jacob's  actions.  Well...  there  is  one  parent,  at  least,  who  has  some  feeling  for  her.  If 
only  he  had  stood  firmly  enough  by  her  side  when  she  had  really  needed  his  support  in  this  matter.  He 
understood  that  Mavis  was  miserable  over  all  of  this  but  his  sense  was  that  she  was  more  wrapped  up  in 
her  pity  for  herself  than  for  Penny.  Well...  clearly  she  wasn't  going  to  be  back  before  it  started  so  there 


was  no  point  putting  the  ceremony  off  any  longer. 

With  each  passing  moment  the  pounding  in  Penny's  chest  ratcheted  itself  up  yet  another  degree. 
First  the  arrival  of  the  priest.  Nobody  had  said  anything  about  a  priest  coming  over  today.  Then  there 
was  mom  and  dad's  argument.  That  just  wouldn't  leave  her  alone,  and  the  chill  in  the  mood  between  her 
parents  let  alone  the  strange  way  mom  had  been  acting  lately.  She  wouldn't  hardly  even  look  Penny  in 
the  eye.  And  now  mom  had  rushed  out  of  the  house  to  do  some  chore  while  they  had  a  visitor,  a  priest 
no  less.  And  why  did  he  keep  looking  at  her  like  that?  As  if  she  was  sick  or  something.  He  turned 
towards  and  smiled  as  he  approached.  He  seemed  pleasant  enough,  but  Penny  didn't  get  that  sensation 
from  him.  For  some  inexplicable  reason  she  was  filled  with  dread  at  his  very  presence.  Timothy  could 
see  it  in  her  face.  It  showed  her  incomprehension  and  fear  as  plain  as  day.  Not  at  all  that  surprising,  he 
thought.  Clearly  she's  a  smart  kid.  She  doesn't  need  to  be  told  something  unpleasant  is  about  to  happen. 
Jacob  suddenly  moved  in  close  and  wrapped  his  arm  around  her  shoulder  to  squeeze  her  tightly  to  his 
side.  For  a  moment  Timothy  thought  that  her  father  had  had  a  change  of  mind.  His  actions  practically 
screamed  NO  YOU  CAN'T  HAVE  HER.  I  WON'T  LET  YOU.  However,  after  a  moment  of 
consideration  Jacob  released  his  little  girl  from  his  embrace  and  stepped  forward  for  introductions. 

Then  Timothy  turned  towards  the  young  girl,  “...and  this  lovely  lady  must  be  Penny  I  presume?” 
Penny's  blood  ran  cold.  Just  his  knowing  her  name  seemed  to  confirm  her  worst  suspicions.  “Your 
mother  has  told  me  a  great  deal  about  you.  She's  very  proud  of  you,  you  know....”,  This  was  a  lie,  of 
course,  for  until  today  Father  Timothy  had  never  met  Penny's  mother,  but  Penny  didn't  know  that  and  it 
was  procedural  practice  to  attempt  to  relax  the  The  abortee  as  the  ceremony  would  be  extremely 
stressful  for  her  and  nobody  desired  her  to  suffer  more  than  was  absolutely  necessary.  Timothy  had 
never  had  to  abort  such  an  adult-like  child  before.  No  where  in  his  training  had  there  been  any  mention 
of  how  to  win  the  trust  of  a  fifteen  year  old.  Still,  the  priest  was  a  quick  thinker,  an  essential  skill  for  a 
man  in  his  line  of  work.  He  immediately  came  up  with  the  idea  of  getting  Penny  to  give  him  a  tour  of 
her  home.  It  was  an  epiphany  if  he  did  think  so  himself.  It  would  give  him  a  chance  to  relax  Penny  and 
take  her  mind  off  him,  whom  she  clearly  didn’t  feel  comfortable  around,  and  allow  him  to  steer  her  into 
a  convenient  location  where  the  ceremony  could  be  performed  in  private.  “My  what  a  lovely  house  you 
have  here.”,  Timothy  gushed.  “So  warm  and  pleasant ,  and  it  looks  so  well  cared  for.  I  don't  suppose 
you  could  be  so  kind  as  to  give  a  poor  wandering  priest  a  tour  of  this  lovely  domicile,  while  we  await 
your  mother's  return?” 

Of  all  the  things  she  might  have  expected  this  man  to  say  or  do,  she  never  would  have  guessed 
that  he’d  ask  for  a  tour  of  her  home.  Maybe  he  had  come  to  talk  to  mother  after  all.  Maybe  she  was  out 
getting  something  for  him.  Perhaps  his  presence  here  wasn't  a  bad  omen  at  all.  Yes  perhaps  she  had  let 
her  imagination  run  a  little  out  of  control.  He  was  a  priest  after  all.  Why  should  she  be  afraid  of  a  priest 
of  all  people.  She  glanced  around  the  house.  It  was  small  and  cramped  and  not  particularly  impressive. 
Still  Mother  always  took  great  pride  in  her  home...  and  so,  by  natural  extension,  did  Penny.  Mom  and 
dad  always  entertained  guest  in  the  living  room  so  that  seemed  the  natural  place  to  start.  “Well...”,  she 
led  the  way  into  the  next  room,  “This  is  our  living  room.  Dad  bought  that  couch  for  mom  just  three 
years  ago.  It's  practically  new.  And  that's  our  phone-graph  for  listening  to  records.  Mom  bought  me  a 
record  for  Christmas,  last  year.  Would  you  like  to  hear  it?”  Father  Timothy  smiled  and  replied,  “Yes 
that  would  be  very  nice,  but  perhaps  we  should  finish  to  the  tour  first... hummm?”  Oh  Yes!  You're  quite 
right.  One  thing  at  a  time.  Oh  that's  a  picture  of  mom  and  dad...  and  me!”,  Penny  chimed  sweetly  It  was 
taken  a  long  time  ago  when  I  was  young.  See  that's  me...’cept  I'm  just  a  baby  in  that  picture  see...” 

Timothy  smiled  noting  what  a  charmer  this  young  lady  was.  The  people  in  the  photograph 
seemed  delighted  with  their  child.  It  would  be  impossible  to  imagine  the  adults  in  this  photo  wanting  to 
discard  their  little  girl  like  so  much  trash  from  the  scene  displayed  in  this  picture.  Sad,  he  thought,  how 
miracles  seem  to  fade  with  the  passage  of  time  until  we  forget  the  joy  of  such  things.  “I  help  mother 
clean  the  house  and  I  set  the  table  for  every  meal  'cause  mom's  always  so  busy.”  piped  in  Penny 
eagerly. 


“That's  very  very  nice  of  you  to  help  your  mom  so  much.”,  said  the  priest.  Penny  beamed  with 
pride  and  blushed  slightly.  It  was  her  job  in  the  family  and  she  took  great  pride  in  what  she  did.  Still 
she  hardly  expected  anyone  to  complement  her  on  this.  “I  bet  your  mother  is  very  grateful  to  have  such 
a  hard  working  helper  as  you  at  her  side.”  Even  as  he  spoke  these  words  he  could  taste  the  bitterness  in 
his  mouth  for  speaking  them.  Is  this  how  one  demonstrates  such  gratitude?  Try  as  he  might,  Timothy 
could  not  find  a  single  fault  in  this  beautiful  child.  How  could  god  let  such  things  happen  to  innocent 
souls  such  as  this  one.  Still  he  had  a  job  to  do  and  he  must  steel  himself  to  the  task.  Penny  continued  to 
lead  Timothy  from  room  to  room  showing  him  her  parents  bedroom  and  the  larder  and  finally  returning 
back  to  the  kitchen. 

“And  that  is  all  of  our  house.”,  penny  declared  looking  around  to  see  if  mother  had  returned. 

She  had  not.  Penny  tried  to  figure  out  what  to  show  him  next  to  occupy  the  priest  until  mother  returned. 
Timothy  smiled  and  piped  up,  “Very  nice  indeed  he  said  with  great  enthusiasm,  and  where  is  your 
bedroom?”  This  was  working  out  perfectly.  He  could  see  the  stress  had  been  alleviated  and  the  child 
was  eager  to  entertain  him  with  more  activities.  Now  he  could  steer  her  into  a  more  private  room  and 
perform  his  task  and  get  this  over  with. 

Penny  was  caught  completely  off  guard  by  his  interest  in  her  own  room.  But  seeing  nothing  else 
to  show  him  she  ushered  him  into  her  room  which  was  small  and  sparsely  furnished.  “I  sleep  here  and 
that  is  my  doll”  Father  Timothy  closed  the  door  be  hind  him.  It  was  quite  clear  that  the  father  would  not 
want  to  witness  the  act  any  more  than  the  mother  did,  “and  this  is  a  picture  I  drew  of  mom  and  dad...” 
Penny's  voice  trailed  off  as  she  noticed  that  the  bedroom  door  was  now  closed  and  they  where  now 
alone  in  her  bedroom.  As  yet  she  did  not  grasp  exactly  what  was  about  to  happen,  but  now  the  dread 
returned  greater  than  ever.  Something  was  very  wrong  here. 

Father  Timothy  was  grinning  at  her  with  an  almost  predatory  expression  upon  his  face.  It  was 
not  very  often  that  circumstances  came  together  to  allow  him  to  abort  a  child  with  out  any  onlookers 
but  when  they  did  the  priest  often  let  go  of  all  his  reservations  and  inhibitions  and  allowed  himself  the 
pleasure  of  satisfying  his  more  natural  urges.  Add  to  that  the  fact  that  this  child  was  closer  to  adult  age 
than  usual  and  very  pretty  and  sweet,  his  sexual  needs  had  been  almost  impossible  to  restrain.  But  now 
he  was  alone  with  her  in  her  bedroom  and  nobody  was  likely  to  interrupt.  There  where  no  witnesses 
and  when  he  got  finished  with  her  she  would  be  in  no  condition  to  tell  anybody  what  he  had  done  to 
her.  In  fact  that  was  one  great  convenience  of  being  in  this  line  of  employment.  Everybody  expected 
the  child  to  wind  up  dead,  they  expected  there  to  be  some  screams  and  pleas  for  mercy,  and  when  it  was 
over  nobody  wanted  to  ask  any  questions  or  know  any  of  the  answers  relating  to  how  the  child  died. 
Even  if  his  superiors  learned  what  he  had  done  they  would  cover  it  up  in  order  to  protect  the  reputation 
of  the  church  itself. 

Timothy  grabbed  Penny  by  a  shock  of  her  hair  and  clamped  his  hand 

over  her  mouth  to  silence  her  screams.  Then  he  shoved  her  to  the 
floor,  on  her  knees,  and  straddled  her  so  he  could  hold  her  in 
place  with  his  body  weight.  Now  he  could  release  the  hand  full 
of  hair  and  proceed  to  reach  under  her  dress  and  grab  the  elastic 
band  of  her  panties  and  yank  them  down  over  her  hips  exposing 
her  bare  ass.  Clumsily  he  fumbled  with  his  zipper  until  he  was 
finally  able  to  release  his  penis  from  his  pants  and  promptly 
thrust  his  hips  forward  pressing  his  cock  into  the  crack  of  her 
ass.  Pumping  his  hips  awkwardly  several  times  causing  his  dink 
to  slide  back  and  forth  up  the  crack  of  Penny's  bum  Timothy 
desperately  felt  along  the  trench  of  her  rump  for  that  soft,  puckering  rosebud  of 
an  entrance  into  her  bowels.  Time  was  of  essence.  He  could  not  restrain  his 
urges  long  and  he  needed  to  reserve  at  least  some  of  his  sexual  strength  for  the 
final  act.  Finally,  in  desperation,  he  reached  beneath  her  ass  and  grasped  his 


shaft 
firmly 
and 

dragged 

his  member  down  her  crack  until  the  tip  of  his 
cock-head  dropped  into  a  tiny  indentation  in 
her  trench.  Then  with  his  fish  tightly  gripping 
his  penis  he  pushed  upward  with  his  cock  until 
he  could  feel  the  lips  of  her  anus  stretch  apart 
and  he  shoved  first  the  knob  of  his  dink  and 
then  the  entire  length  of  his  shaft  up  her  ass. 

It's  a  rare  treat  for  a  man  to  find  a  sex  partner 
who  will  allow  him  to  experience  anal 
intercourse  because  of  the  searing  pain 
involved.  This  is  especially  true  for  priests  as 
they  are  supposed  to  be  celibate  but  hey,  who  is 
going  to  know  once  he  kills  her  so  why  not 
enjoy  this  ultimate  luxury. 

Now  that  his  cock  was  up  her  ass 
Timothy  reached  down  between  her  wriggling 
legs  and  finished  tugging  her  panties  off.  By 
now  she  had  pissed  her  self  in  the  terror  and 
agony  of  the  act.  That  did  not  discourage  the 
priest,  however  as  the  urine  and  excrement  could  be  easily  explained  after  the  fact.  He  wadded  up  the 
piss  soaked  panties  and  shoved  them  into  Penny's  mouth  effectively  stifling  her  screams.  Then  he 
moved  his  left  hand  to  the  back  of  her  head  and  shoved  her  face  into  the  mattress  of  her  bed.  Penny's 
arms  flailed  about  and  her  hands  clawed  at  the  mattress  trying  to  reach  her  mouth  to  clear  the 
obstruction  of  her  breathing.  Timothy  rammed  his  cock  deep  up  into  her  bowels  until  it  seemed  as  if  he 
was  about  to  rip  her  belly  wide  open  and  then  he  would  pull  it  almost  all  the  way  out  of  her  asshole 

until  only  the  tip  was  still  inside  the  rim  of  he  anus 
and  with  a  heart  felt  grunt,  he  would  ram  it  all  the 
way  back  in. 


It  only  took  a  couple  more 
quick,  brutal  thrusts  to  exhaust  the 
young  girl.  For  Timothy,  the  shear 
pleasure  of  Penny's  anus,  tightly 
wrapped  around  his  dink  was 
almost  more  than  he  could  bear. 

He  nearly  came  deep  up  inside  her 
bowels  and  it  took  a  tremendous 
effort  metal  and  sexual  effort  to 
keep  himself  from  doing  just  that. 

Instead  he  yanked  his  shit  smeared 
organ  out  of  her  poop-chute  and 
crawled  onto  the  bed  and  lifted 
Penny's  tear  stained  face  from  the 
mattress.  Buy  now  all  Penny  could 

was  moan.  She  couldn't  even  muster  the  strength  to  raise  her  arms  off  f 
the  bed  to  protect  her  face.  Timothy  squeezed  her  cheeks  with  his  right  \j  / 
hand  and  gripping  its  shit  covered  length  shoved  his  filthy  member  into  (r*-  j/j 
her  mouth  and  all  the  way  down  her  throat.  Penny  thought  nothing  ,  // 

more  horrible  or  degrading  could  happen  to  her  but  now  her  eyes  \,  Jf  / 
opened  wide  as  she  found  herself  staring  up  at  he  belly  and  right  into 
his  navel.  The  priest's  nuts  slapped  against  her  chin  as  hit  full  length 

was  ruthlessly  rammed  all  the  way  down  her  gullet.  Then  out  it  came  and  with  a  mighty  grunt  he 
rammed  it  in  once  more.  This  time,  however,  would  be  the  last  time  as  Timothy  could  no  longer 
restrain  his  sexual  urges  and  getting  up  onto  his  knees  he  seemed  almost  determined  to  shove  his  nuts 
into  her  mouth  as  well.  Pressing  his  belly  against  her  lips  as  hard  as  he  could  he  ground  his  hips  in  an 
effort  to  rub  the  knob  of  his  penis  around  in  the  soft  spasming  gullet  of  the  beautiful  little  girl.  Finally 
in  a  critical  moment  when  Penny  was  gasping  desperately  for  air,  Timothy  let  out  a  soft  groan  and  his 
sack  clenched  vigorously  and  he  pumped  his  semen  down  her  gullet  and  right  into  her  windpipe  filling 
her  lungs  with  what  seemed  like  gallons  of  thick  greasy  sperm.  After  several  more  bunts  against  her 
mouth  as  he  emptied  the  contents  of  his  sack  into  her  stomach  and  lungs  he  finally  pulled  his  soft  saliva 
coated  dink  from  her  lips  and  let  her  face  drop  back  into  her  mattress.  Penny  didn't  make  a  sound.  With 
her  lungs  full  of  sperm  she  didn't  have  any  air  to  pass  through  her  vocal  cords.  She  was  so  weak  for  all 
of  this  abuse  that  she  couldn't  even  keep  her  eyes  open.  She  just  lay  there  trembling  as  her  brain  slowly 
expired,  cum  drooling  from  her  mouth  as  it  opened  and  closed  like  a  fish  out  of 
water  gasping  for  air. 

Timothy  was  once  more  filled  with  a  sense  of  regret.  Here  was  a  perfect  little  girl 
who  could  have  made  some  one  very  happy,  but  she  had  the 
misfortune  of  being  bom  in  this  place  and  time  to  these 
people.  “Oh  well”,  he  thought,  “there  is  no  point  is  crying 
over  spilled  sperm.  Weather  he  had  done  his  job  in  the 
prescribed  way  or  not,  God's  work  was  finished  here.  He 
examined  his  cock  and  was  pleased  to  see  that  she  had 
effectively  cleaned  all  the  feces  off  it's  length.  Lifting  her 
head  from  between  his  legs  he  noted  the  last  signs  of  life 
fade  from  her  eyes  as  they  glazed  over  nicely.  Letting  her 
head  drop  between  his  legs  again  he  grasped  a  hand  full  of 
her  sandy  colored  hair  and  wrapped  it  around  his  member.  Then  he  pulled  his 
length  from  the  sheath  of  soft  hair  effectively  wiping  her  saliva  off  his  cock.  He 


repeated  this  over  and  over  again  until  it  was  nice  and  clean  and  dry.  Then  he  used  her  panties  to  wipe 
the  cum  from  her  face  and  put  them  back  on  penny  so  that  it  looked  as  if  she  could  have  died  in  almost 
any  traumatic  fashion.  Anyway,  no  one  would  look  to  closely.  At  least  these  parents  wouldn't.  They'd  be 
just  grateful  to  be  done  with  the  whole  thing.  What  a  pity.  Still  it  wasn't  a  complete  loss.  She  had  been 
the  best  fuck  yet,  and  he  always  got  a  kick  out  of  killing  them  that  way.  The  priest  tucked  his  cock  back 
into  his  pants  and  zipped  them  up.  Best  go  back  to  the  kitchen  and  tell  the  father  that  the  ceremony  was 
complete.  He  chuckled  at  the  thought  of  referring  to  it  as  a  ceremony.  Well  that  was  what  he  was 
waiting  to  hear  so  best  not  to  disappoint  the  man.  He  doubted  that  the  mother  would  even  be  back 
before  he  left.  She  was  probably  just  across  the  street  waiting  for  him  to  leave  so  she  wouldn't  have  to 
face  him.  It  had  to  be  done  and  so  it  was.  What  did  it  really  matter  how  it  was  accomplished  or  how 
much  she  suffered?  She  was  dead  now.  Isn't  that  what  they  wanted  after  all?  As  he  opened  the  bedroom 
door  he  saw  Jacob  turn  his  face  away  in  shame.  No,  nobody  was  going  to  ask  any  questions,  that  was 
for  sure. 


